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POEM 


ON THE 


Of the late 


Thomas Hollis, Eſq; 


Nor judge, her blind to his deſert of praiſe, 
Nor think ingratitude ſuppreſs d her lays. 


D E A F H 


OLLIS, tho' long the conſcious muſe has ſtay d, 
And long unſung thy breathleſs Brother laid; 


2 A Poem ou the Death of the 


None better pleased obſery 'd his goodneſs ſpread, 


More honour'd living, more laments him dead. 


But fearful {till of a too feeble wing, 

And others waiting ſofter {kill'd to ſing; 

Or ſtill depreſs'd beneath the tuneful train, 

And hoping intervals from time of pain: 

Thus late ſhe brings, with well inccading mind, 
| The humble tribute, long before deſign'd. 

Ah, who would raſhly tempt ſo bold a flight; 

To trace the Saint thro' each diffuſive light, 
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His name to ſcreen from envy's furious blah 
And bid his praiſe to lateſt ages laſt ! q 
Who would not wiſh the ſtrongeſt voice might ſing, 9 
The ableſt hand here ſtrike the filver ſtring? 
"Tis not for all who boaſt a duteous fire; 
Nor ſoon the penſive equal ſtrength acquire, 


Care 


late Thomas Hollis, Efq; 


Care of his fame checks too-officious zeal, 


And bleeding breaſts but flow the rapture feel. 


As when ſome fort beſieg'd excites our fear, 
While no one part ſcapes the wild waſte of war; 
But there huge ramparts yield to batt ring ball, 
And ſoldiers here, and chiefs in common fall; 
Till tore with burſting mines, and burnt with bombs, 
At laſt the town to hoſtile arms ſuccumbs: 

So, Zion, lately has it far'd with thee, 

Scarce in one fav'rite branch intirely free. 

Late ev'ry foe has dard thy bounds invade, 

Late haſt thou been to ev'ry ill betray d. 

Thy truths, he bulwarks of che Chriſtian cauſe, 
Inſults have met, and thoſe inſults applauſe. 

Thy ſons moſt anxious for thy peaceful ſtate, 


I Prieſts at thy altars ever pleas'd to wait, 


as And 


Have all in numbers unlamented fell. 


Stand forth, and ſhow thy mountains of the dead. 


4 A Poemon tbe Death of the 


And friends more diſtant, yet who lov'd thee well, 


Here, an thee, death, the charge be heavieſt laid, 


How wide the ruins thou alone haſt made ? 


Nor only heaps in humbler life we ſee, 
But ſaints diſtinguiſh'd moſt a prey to thee. I 
Well cou'd we bear thou ſhou'dft thy hundreds boaſt, 3 


Here might we keep the few ſtill uſeful mot. 
But when of thoſe the firſt, a HOLLIS dies, 
HOLLIS the gen'rous, heav'nly good, and wiſe! 
When like the croud he too reſigns his breath, 


SEARS LS 
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And falls with them the common ſport of death z 
Who ſo much Stoic, but will loud lament, 
And freely once give all his ſorrows vent ? 
Too flight the ſpoil ro vanquiſh thoſe alone, 
Thau mean'ſt in this to ſtrike at all in one. 


Too 


late Thomas Hollis, Ea; «5 


Too much, alas! we have from hence to fear; 
When he who made the general weal his care, 
When he who ſtill the Chriſtian wou'd applaud, | 
(Unbiaſs'd by diſtinctive names abroad) 

Who liv'd to God, and in his ſervice ſpent, 

When he retires, from all the Churches rent. 

Ah! how can quit the ſtage ſo bleſs'd a ſaint, 

But the whole int'reſt ſoon affect the want? 

So ſtrong for Chriſt his love, ſo warm his zeal, 
Not miniſters alone the blow will feel, 

But o'er each member the dire influence ſpread, 
Now ſleeps their HOLLIS with the vulgar dead. 
Oh, who, while he ſurviv'd, as theſe ſo gay ! 


Pleaſure return'd familiar as the day, 


Chas'd by his op'ning ſmiles their fears away. 

But oh! how alter'd all, how chang'd we find, 

Since HOLLIS lives no more, the heavenly kind. 
To 


E 


6 A Poem on the Death of the 


To all extending, while on earth, his care, 
All in his death their load of anguith ſhare, 


Ah! ſee already how their ſorrows riſe, 


What tears guſh out unbidden from their eyes, 
How high their boſoms beat, how loud their ſighs! 
No more his votaries the ſame aſpect wear, 
But hurried, penfive, and confus d appear. 
Their halcyon hours at this one pauſe they bound; | 
No ſun- ſnine comforts, all is winter round: 


Scarce keep their ſpirits free from black deſpair, 


Ev'n hope ſo chill'd, ſo frozen thro' with fear. 


Tnus, when the ſun withdraws his friendly light, 
And leaves the diſtant pole to diſmal night, 
With pain the neighbouring few his abſence bear, 
To cold and darkneſs doom'd for half the year, 


Loſt 


Jate Thomas Hollis, EU; 5 


Loſt all the pleaſures of the chearful da | 
They pine in grief the wintry months away; 
Hotrly their dackiorae Berens bete 21.1208 
And fearful queſtion Phoebus' kind return. 


ETERNAL God, to whom their beings ow-e, 
All that exiſt in heav'n, and all below. 
Whoſe is the kingdom, and whoſe wide command, | 


Governs ſupreme in air, and ſeas, and land; 

Great arbiter of life and death, who ſtill _ 

(For all things but ſubſerve thy ſov'reign will) 

With equal eaſe canſt fave, with equal kill ; 

Since thin'd of uſeful plants thy courts ſo faſt, _ 

day, why the lovelieſt flower is ſnatch'd at laſt? . i 
Ah! plung'd thy ſhatter'd church ſo deep before, 


Why round her now do all thy billows roar? 


In 


Why ſeek'ſt thou, Lord, to make an utter end? 


Poem on the Death of the 


8 


In ruins mean ſt thou the fair pile to lay, 


Succeſſive born the ſtrongeſt props away ? 
HOLLIS deceas'd, where can thy fuppliants fee; 
As his a heart ſo firm, a hand ſo free ? 


What may events ſo dire as theſe portend ? 


O, teach us, ſtubborn, more to fear the rod! 
Bow to thy judgments, and confeſs thee, God! 
Let faith e er own (oft tho! this fleſh rebel) 
That all diſpos d by thee (hall iſſue well. 
Thoꝰ dark the ſcene, black tho the proſpect be, 


Still may we charge our ſelves, not challenge thee; 
Thy own to take be far from thinking wrong, 
But rather bleſs thee, who would'ſt lend fo long. 


* 
* 

? 
_ 
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Bur thus to bounteous deeds fince here inclin'd, 
day, whence to HOL LIS ſuch a heay'nly mind? 
. Effects 


e 


late Thomas Hollis, Ed; 9 


Effects ſo rare to ſome high cauſe we place ; 

Thine, nature, is the fruit, or thine, o Grace? 
Alas! too weak, nature mall here reſign; 

The work, bleſt Spirit, and the praiſe is thine- 
To thy ereative powꝰ'r alone we owe, 0 
All that of good he knew, and did below. 
Thine is the fountain, and from thee deſcend | 
The ſtreams inriching, and in thee ſhall end. 
Thou to himſelf did'ſt firſt thy HOLLIS ſhow; 
And taught'ft him firſt his wretched ſelf to daa 
Clear in the mirror of a broken law, 

He ſin's deſert; by thee reflected, ſaw, 

Soon was his darkneſs im thy light diſcern'd, 

And from thy pow r as ſoon his weakneſs learn'd; 
How fadly mort his higheſt duties came 
Hot impotent 10: hide che creatures ſname 


10 A Poem on the Death of the 


How vain man's righteouſneſs to render juſt ; 


How fruitleſs but on God's alone to truſt ; 
How full th' atonement ſuff' ring FE SUS made; 


How needful to the ſoul thy gracious aid; 
Long with ſedateſt mind did HOLLIS fee, 
Empried of ſelf, and brought to Chriſt by thee. x 
Thou kindeſt actions taught'ſt him to approve, 


And did'ſt that faith implant which works by loye. 


AHEA RT like this, with ev ry virtue ſtor d, 


Where grace obtains, and governs for che Lord, 
Muſt for the nobleſt _ be furniſh'd well, 1 
Muſt ſtill in ev'ry part & Faike excel. 


8 1 


Tx fountain trac d, hence guide, ye — che 
What ſacred ſtreams from ſuch a gracious ſource! 
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3 * Since 


late Thomas Hollis, Eſq: 
/ 


Since ſprings the tree from ſo divine a root, 


No wonder it affords ſuch eav'nly fruit. 


But now ſuch varigus ſcenes our praiſe excite, 
— 
Such diff rent views to diff rent parts invite, 


Know we not where th' uncertain flight to bend, 


Doubtful or which to fing, or which ſuſpend. 
In private life, | where ſenſe and grace unite, 
To place lov'd HOLLIS in the mildeſt light, 
Dares not the muſe indulge the ſhorteſt ſtay, 
Call'd by his othep praiſe too loud away. 


And here his virtue ſpreads ſo large a round, 


(Scarce circumſcrib'd by earth's remoteſt bound) 


That we in vain its utmoſt limits try, 
Free as the air, and open as the sky. 
Who ſhall each object of his care recount? 


Or of his bounties give the vaſt amount ? 


C 2 
ky 


II 


Ts 


Him did the Goſpel a true patron own, 


12 A Poem on the Death of the 


To no cne age, or ſex, or name confin'd, 1 

He liv'd to all without diſtinction kind. 

O how deyoted to the churches weal! * 

Witneſs' d for them how many ways his zeal! 
Cheer'd with his ſmiles, he uy 0 their common hope 


From' earth remov'd, we mourn a central prop. 


Thro! either Anglia by his influence knob 
From him did hundreds nat'ral bread receive, 


That they to others bread of life might Wy 15 


1 


In him che poor a ſure aſylum had, 


His kindneſs certain, as their preſſures fad. 
HOLLIS a gen'ral good the nation found, 
Bleſt in himſelf,” and bleffing all around. 


His mind capacious as their wants cou'd be, 


And as their cries his heart and ſubſtance free. 


15 
— 


| 


Him heav'n had form'd for ev'ry good defign, © ] 


And like the ſun on all he deign'd to ſhine, © © 
\ | 


. 1 EI - | | 
Loo as bleak winter ſhall deform the year, | 


Or long as thouſands ſtand bleak winter here, 
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Shall thoſe who fear d extremeſt want before, 5 ; 
His mem'ry cheriſh, and his death deplore. 7 [ 
', A f Les a «8 4 | 
Tho' milder ſeaſons leſs may need relief, | 
And fruitful ſummers interrupt their grief; £1 \ | 
| N 
Yet when with Wyems tedious months, ſucceed 
> ” 9 , 9 a» * : 1 | 
Hard nipping froſts, and biting dearth of bread; / | 
By their new ſtraits, and all his care impreſt J f 
(Still in theſe needful hours his care confeſt) * Y | 
- 5 8 1 | 2 7 
HOLLIS ſhall riſe in ev ry grateful breaſt. — 
* This paragraph recizes Mr. Ho#is's bounty to the poor in ſevere win- | | 
ter ſeaſons, by w h me he were enabled tO, fur niſh themſelves with | 
the principal neceſſaries of life, ſuch as bread,” clothes and firing, | | 
| | 


Ah! 


14 A Poem on the Death of the 


Ah! who has felt diſtreſſ's utmoſt ſmart? 
The thought plants daggers in a tender heart; 
When ſtripp'd of all that is in nature dear, 
When left defenſeleſs to th' inclement air, 


When gnaw'd with hunger's ſharp corroding pain, 
And ev'ry appetite demands in vain ! 
What hardſhips theſe in one frail man to meet? 


What lacks there more to make the wretch complete! 


And yet how many all theſe miſ”ries try, 


Nor thoſe exempt related to the ſky ; 
While few, too few, who boaſt a vaſt increaſe, 


Sumptuous who fare, and batten here in eaſe, 
Think of the widow's, or the orphan's lot; 
Or, if they think, tis all; and ſoon forgot? 
Not H OLL IS fo, he ſcorn'd this uſeleſs ſtate, 


Nor barb rous thought the wealthy niggard great. 


His 


late Thomas Hollis, Eq; 15 
His the ſoft ſympathy that knew to glo- 


« Ar other's weal, and melt at others woe nv! 
He weigh'd each caſe, attended ev'ry gtoan, 

And made the melancholy ſtate his own. > : - | 
Nor once, deſcry'd fit objects, long delay'd d | 
To deal with lib'ral hand the timely aid. q 10. 


an © 


Alas! how oft will winters pinch again, 


How oft the poor, bread's price inhanc'd, complain; | 
| 


How ſoon will garments wear, tho' late beſtow d, 
And their ſpent firing aſk the former load 

Ah] fruicleſs all, ſuppreſs the mournful cry, 4 
W Your HOLLIS lives no more thoſe tears to dry; d 


p | 


In vain you hope from him the kind ſupply. 


Nox he alone occafional expreſs'd, 


A mind propenſe to help the moſt We'd ;. 1 


| But 
Jis 


16 Poem un ie Drall of the 


But with che]? AOL LS (near ally d f 
Yet nearer ftitl-byrifouls for puhlic guad 
'To render hat the fire begun complete, 
Larger endow'd hic penfionary feat. cl 9bem bak 
Thou; Sbęffald, boaſts the hoſpitable pile, 

Long for the helpleſs poor a blaſt d aſyle . 
Whence late to heav n with-udiffembl'd tears, 
Went for-borh-Brother's lives united mo—_ = 

But one in bliſs immerg d, for thee aſcend. - 

Thoſe prayers; andthine i heft too derar- 
Ah, ſince tho fathers a kind part reſolve, 
The work and bleffing oft to theirs devol ve, 
Xs when old I/roel's king a temple vow d. 

His heir alone that honour was allow'd ; 


5 1219 HON 920 Iii 211 40 N 
2 This paragraph go "eg to an Boy or alms-Houſe at Sbefiel, 

which, was built by the late Mr. Thomas. Hollis, father. at, ue 

deceas/d, and ſince farce endow d- by 1 and kis other, . 3Z 


ohn Hollis, 


— 
„ 
— 


late Thomas Hollis, 22 17 


That thy fair progeny, with equal grace, 
Tho' late, in after years may fill thy place ; 


«@-. 


i! 
4 
| 


— 


Whate'er thy heart deſign'd, their hands pur ſue: 
And riſing for the poor in future days, 
With thee alike enjoy the peice and praiſe. 


Bur why thou'd eatthly topics {till rehearſe ? 
Why ſwell from vulgar themes _ verſe? 
Shines only here his gen'rous foul co ifefs'd, 


or is che brighter pate to be ſuppreſs d; 1 


_ = a . Inn = 
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Lee you above yon mountains tow'rifig heads; 
- 


How high the heav'n's delightful azure ſpreads; 


- 

, 
I 
o 
l 

) 
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0 
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uch the vaſt diff rence, if compar'd his deeds; 
„s much che following * both tlie laſt exceeds. 


Meaning his boutities refert'd to in the two laſt paragraphs. * 


D —_ 


18 4 Poem on the Death of the 


AK! what is nature w/ her works to grace ? 
Or time's ſmall point r' immeaſurable ſpace ? 
What to che foul is 20 frail od ? 
Or what is nat'ral bread to heav'nly food? 
Eternal things were moſt his care below ; 


Eternal things ſhall moſt adorn him now. 


Tho' of the Saint fierce death the world debars, 
Virtue refiects his name * the ſtars. 

O, bright example of true oro love! 

O, faithful agent for the world LEE 

By various tolls thy zeal diſplay d we ſec, 

For ſaints, and ſinners, FES US, and for thee. 


( 
% 


* ALBION ſtand out, be firſt thy teſt to bear; 
O, hop p. to thee, how 125 his care ? 


(This part reſyes his charities to the diſnriog S ia 
Englay 


983 Hollis, Eſa; 19 


\ 


What diſtant county thy fair borders thro”, 


I What fingle church but gen'rous HOLLIS knew? 


Still with the int'reſt of the Goſpel charg'd, 
Still earneſt moſt Zion might be inlarg d, 
1 No pious coft did the bleit Saint refuſe, 

: Or to ſupport the cauſe, or to diffuſe. 


THrov *CAMBRIA next join in the plaintive ſong, 
And with loud voice thy HOLLI& praiſe prolong ; 
His praiſe deſerves it, CAMBR1A, from thy tongue. 
Yearly for thee the filver claſps unfold, 

Yearly for thee the ſplendid ſum was told. 
Tho rocks and mountaims all thy coaſt deform, 

us [warm. 
Thoſe rocks he ſmooth'd, and made thy. mountains 
Round, tho' a deſart, and a barren ſoil, 
The Goſpel bids the barren deſart ſmile. 


This paragraph regards his yearly diſtributions to the diſſenting mints 
ters in Wales, 
D 2 Nos 


2 — — —— — 
> — — — — woe 


_ rr 


| Heav'n with its ſmiles ſucceed the bleſt deſign, 


Nor clog'd by frequent deaths its progreſs choak, 


20 A Poem ou the Neath of the 


Nox CALEDONIA wilt thou ance refuſe, 
I' attend with tributary tears the muſe. 1 | b : 
How noble an attempt to ſpread the truth, 

And ſave from ign'rance groſs pnchinking youth, 
Know thou, fair ſtate, to thy extremeſt coaſt; 


And what deſerve the men who aim it moſt, 
In which the beſt of either BRT AIN join; 


O how portentous 1s the preſent ſtroke IP 
How much its growing ſtrength will this impair! 
Ab! had old time lent EO IL. LIS longer here, | 


| 4 


5 


2 This has relation to th: fectety in Scotland for propagating Chriſtian 
knowledge in the Highlands, and inhabited Hands thereto belonging. For 
which noble and truly Chriliian deſign, Mr. Hollis diſcover'd his concern, 
not only by making them a handſome preſent in money, but by ſ.nding 
then a coulidcrably nu mber of Dr. Watts $ catechilins, 


// 


& 


* 


late Thamas Halli, Bf; 21 


Not his late favours then had prov'd the laſt, 
But each ſucceeding year increas'd the paſt : 
Nor his repeated gifts been e'er reſtrain d, 
Till Truth in ev'ry breaſt had firſt obtain d; 
Till ſuperſtition had been chas d away, 
And the pure Goſpel pour'd refulgent day 
Oer all the Highlands, and the iſles around, 
Where Weſtra, or the diſtant * Nell are found. 
Oh, fatal loſs! ye num'rous Socii mourn, 
And cool with grateful tears his ſacred urn. 
Not ev'ry period crowns ſo fam'd a birth, 

A heav'nly faint, of ſuch exalted, worth; 

© Before a HOLLIS ſhall ariſe again, 


Worlds may be born, and ages roll in vain. 


One of the Orkney Iſlands. 
One of the Shetland Iſlands. 


Lox 


— — — — 
r . 


22 A Poem on the Death of the 


Lo, his Auguſta, beautous in her tears, 
To ſwell the pomp with ev'ry rite appears; 
See, on her altars fires * placative rife, 


And with their balmy ſweets perfume the ſkies. 


See, o'er the ſhrine her prieſts green chaplets ſtrow, | | 
And all the fragrant ointments pour below. 
Hark! from each breaſt reſounds the hollow groan; 


Painful they ſpare the heavens, and frantic moan, 


Hail, lovely witneſs, for the pious dead, 


On thee were firſt his op'ning beauties ſhed. | 
Betimes with thee his uſeful life began, 3 ; 
And ſoon the gen'rous boy beſpoke the man. 


4 ; 

2 Alluding to ceremonies in uſe among the antient Greeks and Romani 
at their funcrals, who, beſides other rites obſerv'd in honour of the dea 
ſtrow d their towbs with garlands, and offer'd ſacrifices of differents ſorts, i 
particularly liquid balſams, and fragrant ointments, to appeaſe ther 
Peities. 5 


'Thro 1 


Thro each advancing ſtage with wondring eyes, 
Thou faw'ſt his virtue emulate the ſkies. 
Why ſhould Auguſta all his bounties tell? 

Ceaſe, mournful maid, the tale is known too well. 


Rather proclaim for antient truchs his zeal, 


x (Dealt.all his favours undiſtinguiſh'd ſtill) 
J For * truths there were HOLLIS wou'd boldly own, | 
| IJ Looſe as the age, and deſperate is grown. 

N Such did imputed righteouſneſs appear, ; 
Title to heav'n, and ground of pardon here; 


Such, Chriſt, the honours of thy rev'read name; 


uch, glorious Spirit, thy celeſtial flame; 


cad, 
Jt, 


hel 7 


ro 


| Such the grand myſt'ry of th' eternal Three, 
Perſons if meant, but One, if Deity. 


% 


* I have been inform'd, that Mr. Hollis entettained a very honourabl 


elieem for the Doctrine of the ever bleſſed Trinity, the imputed righteouſe - 
Jneß of Chrift, &c. and, that his openly avowing theſe principles was a 
deck upon ſome, who appear'd re have po great opinion! of em. 


— C H 


late Thomas Hollis, Zh; 23 


ants 
: a 
* 1 
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24. A Poem oh the Death of the 
On thiefs he frankly did his thoughts difelofe, 
For theſe his int reſt frequent in terpoſe: 

Nor filent wou'd th injurious tongue indure, 
But tub that tralice, which tis God's to cure. 
Nor can his pralſe that gofpel rite forbear, 

Sunk tho! it be; and turn d fo much to ſieer, g 
Which calls the faint each worldly view ts wave; 
And follow FESUS to the witty grave. | 
Thou, Barbitth, admit thy fear, nor hide 
That monutnent which ſtains the creatures pride. 
Thy $apriflerim; where tov'd faitits we ſee 
Immers'd, ati emblem, dying Lord, of thee $= | 
Atteſts, ſo pompous by his bounty laid, 

How much he lov'd the eatife; and wird to ſpread 


r Me, 2 uncommon gene neroſity, i in con uus Bos with others of bis 
2 f giving towards 11ding the — place in Pans Alley, 
elf re, i Reis referr'd ia. hes 


© 


late Thomas Hollis, Es: 25 


o, when ſliall bleſs the church the promig'd day! 
When all heav'n's laws ſaints unreſerv'd obey; 
wen to conviction true ſhall prove mankind, 

And fear no more corrupt the faithleſs mind? 
Then all to truth impartial converts made, 
By ſervile views ſhall be no longer ſway d, 
Bur bold for Chriſt, and honeſt to their light, 


Osnn in its antient way this injur d rite. 


Mos x, ſtrike a bolder wing, and tow'r thy way; 
Where Phoebus courſers plunge the weſtern ſea, 
Far, far from hence, a-crofs the Atlantic main, 
Inſtant thy rapid flight the continent ſhall gain, 
There ſtretch'd againſt the waves a faithful mound, 
Were late ſeven northern ſtates contiguous found, 


2 a] 
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Which boaſt allegiance to the Britiſb throne, 
And thoſe amongſt is fam'd Nov-A GLIA one. : 
In this New Cambridge ſeck, and reſt thee there: » | 
Lo: Cambridge ſpires, and Harvard's dome appear; 
The dome diſtinguiſh'd by its graceful air. 
Hail, glorious pile, the ſcholars lov'd retreat, 


The virtuous Muſes venerable ſeat! 
And hail, within thoſe ſacred walls who dyell, 
In grace who ſhine, and lib ral arts excel! 
The muſe, unknown to your bright world before, 
Who now fahues you from BatTAvNr A's hoy, 
Comes charg'd with news, but touch'd with gen'rous 
How ſhall ſhe find her voice, or Harvard hear! 
Ah! vvould ſhe fain indulge your ſoft repoſe; 
Keep it my heart, nor once theſe lips diſcloſe, | 

| Tis madneſs all, wide is che rumour ſpread; 
Then ſpeak it out at once== HOLLIS is dead. 
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Now weep, ye learned band, for ever weep, 

Can Harvard dry her tears, and HOLLIS ſleep? 
A* fund by him you academic Grads; 

And fingly boaſt the nobleſt learning there. 


By him your fav'rite ſons that ſcience try, 


vu nich viſits all the ſhining worlds on high. 


Roam they from orb to orb with ſtrange ſurprize, 
And draw diviner air in pureſt ſkies, 

O'er all the mundane ſcheme familiar run; 

See comets roll obſequious to the fun, 


And nature hail, and NewrToN better known. 


Nor mathematic truths alone invite, 

But thoſe which point the way to realms of light. 

| Here, heav'nly prophet, ſtands thy ſacred chair, 
Thy oracles, and all thy enſigns here. 


* Mr, Hollis has eſtabliſh'd a foundation in the College, on which ten 
ſtudents are admitted : with an allowance of ten pounds per annum, beſides 
other advantages. 
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A Poem on the Death of the 


28 


Riſe proſp'rous, Salem, crown:d with glory, riſe, 
Hence all thy fears, for ever huſh'd thy ſighs ; 
A lovelier ſcene delights my Salem's eyes: 
See, a fair race for future bleſſings born, 

Serve in thy temple, and thy deſk adorn! 

See, on thy fide a learned tribe ingage, 

And plead the beauties of the goſpel page 

Sce pious paſtors teed thy num'rous flock, 
And all the ſcriptures gracious ſprings unlock 
Ah! mourn, ye ſtudents, mourn your HOLLIS dead, 


laid. 
Their ſorrows *WiGGLESWwoRTH and * GREEN wood 


Not ſettl'd one by the great founder here, 


But duteous ſhould the proper offering bear. 
Not unbecoming you the fun ral ſong; 


Not vain the tribute of the Rhetar's tongue; 


Hollis profeſſor of divinity in Harvard College. 


b xwllis profetior of mathematics in the ſame College, 


Nor 


of 
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Nor wou'd from humbler hands ſweet flow'rsdiſpleaſe; 
Jef min and amaranth, and myrtle trees. 

Tho' the kind penſion is for ever fixt, 

Now with thoſe tides of joy your tears be mixt. 
Well may your HOLLIS this laſt honour claim, 
From whom your learning is deriv'd, and fame, 
You, and the Muſes here to raiſe his care, 


And Harvard make what Cam and Ils are. 


Nox yet to Harvard all his views confin d ; 
His active ſoul ſtill nobler work defign'd. 
* A kingdom's welfare dwelt on ev'ry thought; 
For gen'ral good his heav'nly candor wrought; 
To public peace his ocothine ſchemes invite, 


5 action to quell, and claſhing ſets unite, 


* The grand deſign of Mr. Hollis's bounties to New-England, 25 I have 
en inform'd, was, to cultivate a good underſtanding and friendſhip be- 
tween ſuch as were in the communion of the church of England, and the 


dilſenters in thoſe parts, 
1 | 0 O 
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O TALE amazing! o tranſportive * ſcene ! 

Was e er in private life his equal ſeen? 

E'er ſhone the man before fo wond'rous bright? 

Or all our praiſes did the ſaint excite ? 

E'er warm'd more gen'rous thoughts an human breaſt, 
Or did more gen'rous acts thoſe thoughts atteſt ? 
How fruitful nature fed by heav'nly ſprings? | 


Where may not riches ſoar on virtue's wings ! 


Tus in the anana's ſurprizing ſweet 


Of diff' rent fruits the taſtes delicious meet; 


. 


2 This word is not to o be read here as it is generally pronounced, that i 
to ſay, ſoft; but as in the Greek word gxnv1, from which it is derived, 
And, I imagine, this was the deſign of the late poet laureat, the reverend 
and Jearned Mr. Euſden, in his poem upon the ſucceſſion and coronation 
of his preſent Majeſty ; where he has theſe two lines, 


Xo exaltation knows thy virtues ſcene ; 
Be the Prince ever in the Monarch ſeen. ö 


Thus 
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Thus in che gatdner's fragrant beds we find 
Herbs, flowers, and trees and fruits of ev'ry kind.” | 
And thus, Heſperia, o'er thy happy plains 
Illuſtrious cities riſe, and ſtately fanes; 

e myrtle, olive, and the gen'rous vine, 

The pride of art, and charms of nature thine. 


Re 


/ 


An piteous we! for ever doom'd to grieve. 


My might not ſuch. a Saint for ever live? 
Wild the conceit ; fond man, it cannot be: 
So heaven ordains, and ſo is God's decree. 

In vain our tears, our penitence, and cries, 


dee, ſee, th' expiring Saint, he dies, he dies 


Bu T tho, to death refign'd, this lifeleſs clay, 
Reſolves to duſt for kindred worms a prey. . 


Tho' 
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_— _— —— 


Tho' long this lovely part the grave detains, 
Anil the laſt trump alone ſhall break its chains} 
Yet in herſelf diſtin, of life ſecure, 

The ſoul diſlodg d affects her native tour; 

Eas d of her load ſhe climbs th' ethereal way, 
And ſecks the regions of unclouded day. 
Now th' everlaſting hills are left below, . 
Heav'n's ſtormy ſtores, and all the funds of ſnow, 
Now the deep concave of th' expanſe ſhe tries, 
Where planetary worlds bedeck the ſkies. 
Nor weary'd there, aſcends the gaudy pole, 
Where the fix d orbs around their axles roll. 
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Thence riſing ſtill o'er nature's utmoſt ſphere, | 


Of her whole ſyſtem where no lines appear, 
She bids adieu to all terreſtrial things, 
And into che third heav'n unbounded (| prings. 


There 
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There i in the centre of the bleſt abode 

She meets the preſence of a ſmiling God. 

Quick the new gueſt to his embraces flies, 

And drinks eternal love at JESUS eyes: 

Sits near his throne, and raptur d with his wa 
In God's own likeneſs ſhines divinely n 

As much ſurpaſſing all our ſtate below, 

As much beyond what mortal glories ſhow; 

As heav'ns high vault we o'er this earth n 
Or thouſand ſuns are to the mildeſt gleam. 

Then ceaſe thy painful flight nor longer try 

The vaſt profound of his empyreal ſky. 

In light immerg'd,: thou tempts thoſe deeps in vain, © 


| The tides fwell high, and roll thee down again. © 


Nor let, who wail on earth the he mighty loſs, 
lnceſſant grief all your fair ours wang ot 


F Sigh . 
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Sigh not too much to the deceas'd unkind,” ,.. 
And too too little to your God reſign d. 
As kindeſt acts ſpent his long age below, 
The kindeſt acts purſue. his mem'ry now. 
His ſoul to future bounties prompted ſtill, 
And lateſt times the bleſt effects ſhall feel. 
What wiſe * proviſion has he gen rous made, 
To give the needy ſick the timely aid; 
I' aſſiſt the poor bent with a load of years; 
To dry the orphans, and the widows tears; 
To eaſe the pris ner of his iron chain, 
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And bid oppreſſion gall no more again, 


To fire with learning's praiſe the Britifh ak 
Advance the Goſpel, and diffuſe is truth! 


— . . ü ww 


2 The following lines regard the legacies left by Mr. Hollis to ſeveiil 
public charities ; ſuch as Chriſt Church Hoſpital, St. Thomas's Hoſpital, and the 
London Work-Hoyſe ; beſides ride ſums for the diſcharge of poor dev 
zors out of priſon, the relief of miniſters widows, and others in necelr 

( cous circumliances ; together with, ſome other legacies, | 
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What bleſſings theſe, where ev'nth' unborn have part! 
Let the fair proſpect ſooth the penſive heart. 
Sweet be his ſlumbers, ſoft his roſy bed, 


His mem' ry precious, wide his glory ſpread, 


Who lov'd us living, nor deſerts us dead. 


Tho' to this earth, when he ſhould ſhine in heay'n, 
Had of his goodneſs fewer marks been giv'n, | 
No real cauſe cou'd we pretend to ſhow, 

To waſte a length of years in endleſs woe. 
When our great Father calls a ſervant home, 
With eaſe he plants a ſecond in his room. 1 
Tho he retires, proves of the lovely race | 
No fav'rite one to fill his envy'd place? 

O, there are yet, who bear the honour'd name, 


Who breathe his ſoul, and emulate his fame. 


36 A Noem un the Death, &d. 
* + 


| gen rous by principle, they live no more 
But to do-good, as HO EIS did before 
Noe · HE, who-moſt an uncle a franknels lass, 
Inherits only name, but virtues too. 
| 10 HIM we ſee his heav'nly temper reign, 
Warm ev'ry pulſe, and beat in ev'ry vein. 
Nor, HOLLIS, thou, for good by A 
| Art meaner furniſh'd, nor art leſs inelin d. 

Nor, partner in thy Brother's cares below. 
Now to thoſe cares will thou indiff rent gSroW. 
Still while thou liv'it, and long, long may that be; 
Thy uſeful Brother ſhall ſurvive-in HEEH. 


1+. 
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Mr. Thomas Ballis, 1 Ae executor of he Pet bg, 
Mr. yobn Holz bore a conſiderable part with his brother in n many &< 
his public charitics. © OY 1 
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